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show signs of the protracted thaw. Crevasses were opening in it
here and there. Should a wide crack run across our fairway, it
would be the supreme tragedy.
That night I had occasion to observe the solicitude and fidelity
of Riiser-Larsen, his conscientious devotion to duty. While the
others slept like the dead, several times our pilot drew himself up
through the manhole in the plane's deck to observe the wind and
feel the temperature. Weary as he must have been, responsibility
for the morrow lay so heavily upon him that he could not sleep
soundly.
Twice or more I visited the thermometer hanging on the side of
the hull. We had our usual night drop in temperature—three
Fahrenheit degrees of frost. As the sun moved down into the east,
the breeze freshened from the south. Thus dawned, to speak of it
that way, June 15, our Day of Decision, the day of our final trial.
Long before it was time for me to waken my comrades, Riiser-
Larsen dropped down over the side of the hull. Together we in-
spected the runway. Yesterday's ruts left by our hull in the soft
snow were now petrified grooves. The surface was crisp as a tile
pavement. A truck would not have left a track in it.
So impatient was Riiser-Larsen to start that we woke everybody
up ahead of time and started the Primus stove to boil our chocolate.
Riiser-Larsen kept urging us to hurry. The daily thaw was
normally still two or three hours distant, but we shared an un-
reasoning dread that it might start earlier this morning. We gulped
down breakfast and prepared for the great test.
The N 25 had to get off this time, that we all knew; and yet I
think we all confidently expected her to. For now, for the first
time, we stripped the ship of everything with which we could pos-
sibly dispense. Beside the runway we piled the expensive movie
cameras, all the unexposed film, both rifles and one of the shot-guns,
all the ammunition except one hundred shells, both sledges and one
of the folding canoes, hah0 of our provisions, all the remaining skis
—leaving only the light snow-shoes aboard—even our field-glasses.
As an afterthought, we threw out our sealskin parkas and our stout
ski boots, wearing only moccasins. In the mild weather the hull had
long since dripped dry of the sea water taken in through its leaks.
We could not have safely got rid of another ounce of weight

